The time that perfidious gang spent standing around trying to get
money out of me in such equivocal circumstances would have paid them
much more in work—ten times over—than the money they now declared
I owed them. But there was no work for them to do if they would work,
except that which I offered them. Were they enjoying this act, sitting
pretty and being paid for it while they shook me down? A situation? Yes
. . . and no.
I kept on faithfully handing out to them whatever I could get—col-
lected dues, or fees if any, sums I might still borrow somewhere, some-
how (it is amazing how gullible my friends have been)—something I
might sell—but still on and in came the gang. I was frequently without a
cent in my pocket. But I was used to that. And I grew to believe tl^at if I
parted with my last cent more would come. And more—a little—always
did come. I got rid of that gang finally, one by one, though not until black-
hand letters had been in my mail for a year or two. Anonymous always.
And for many years afterward, some of the men would turn up still asking
for forgotten unpaid balances. But I must say that a few were really
decent, a half-dozen or more, and one of the tragedies of the situation thus
created by my effort to put ideas-plus-work against money-plus-authority
was that the more decent the men were, the longer they had to wait for
money in the circumstances. Of course, ethically the men were not en-
titled to be paid. Morally I suppose they were. I don't know. I knew there
could be no more building until we could do it ourselves.
We had boys now who could handle carpenter's tools, do good masonry,
plastering. Painting was easy. They learned to weld and use woodworking,
as well as road-building and farm machinery.
Just at this high moment in our mundane affairs the Employer's Mutual
Insurance moved in on us: stepped up for money for past-due protection
for these men which they hadn't needed. Well, enough is enough. Let's
not labour the details but say that from the advent of 'relief' and its
innumerable consequences we hung fire on construction, except for what
the boys themselves could do, for nearly five years. Then my work in
Architecture began to come back, and I could add my fees as an architect
to apprenticeship tuitions, pay for the materials we needed, keep some
expert workmen, and go ahead to salvage what we had already done.
Even this was now in a state of decay. But altogether thirty-five thousand
dollars a year would not keep us going for materials—and Fellowship up-
keep. I had found that I had got into something that only a multimillion-
aire should have attempted. But, of course, none such would have
attempted anything of the kind. That I kept up in the circumstances and
was not murdered, as well as still further 'disgraced' as they say (un-
graced would be nearer), was a surprise even to myself.
CI don't know whether you are a saint or a fool,* said my lawyer. I said,
*Is there a difference?' As I've looked around me I never could see that
there was. Much.
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